
Jfortl? Qarolipa J-lapp^ii^s.
By Bill flye.

E are again called upon to refer
to Hon. Kope Elias, of Franklin.
N. C. Mr. Elias is known gen¬

erally in the State as a Democrat, but has
attracted almost univershal attention to
himself by laying aside his strong Demo¬
cratic proclivities and indorsing the pres¬
ent administration.
Judge Robinson, of this State, a short

time ago filled his ears with cotton while
Kope was addressing him in court. As
cotton is now very low, Judge Robinson
was easily enabled to do this on his present
salary. As that did not settle the matter,
however, it is said that the Judge arose and
strolled out into the courtyard, where he
sat on a log in the rich, golden sunshine
while Kope kept up his argument. This
was done to show a judicial contempt for
the fortissimo bleat of Mr. Elias while
arguing points of law. Mr. Elias is the
author of the ruling which has now be¬
come a classic, viz: "When I holler, it's
law." (See 30 N. C., page 98.)
Much sorrow has been expressed through¬

out the State that Judge Robinson should
have shown any choler or impatience over
the methods of Mr. Elias, who is a great
friend of the President and hopes to have
him here at his house during the pokeberry
carnival next Summer.
The topic of a general war with oreai

Britain has been /^eely discussed here
ampngr the wealthier classes, with whom
I managed to spend the holidays. I find
quite a variance of opinion with regard
to a war with foreign powers, and notice
that the scheme is most popular among
those who use the crucifix as a middle
initial mostly. They yeai'n to break into
Buckingham Palace before snow flies an¬
other Fall, and bear away a princess or

two, together with what crown jewels can
be got into a valise.
One elderly man from over eight miles

west of Turkey Tail told me that war

agreed with him better than any other
thing he had ever gone into. He was a

prisoner of war for over three years at
Rock Island, 111., and says it's the only
time he ever felt entirely free from want.
His family is scattered all over the State.
One brother lives on the main road back
of Bilesville, N. C. His name Is Isosceles*
Beazley. The old mother, who is still
living at- the ripe age to w'nich so many
who use tobacco to excess often attain,
has her home with the eldest son, Pre¬
hensile Beazley, thirteen miles behind
Possom Trot. (Some smarty may think
these names are creatures of the imagina¬
tion, but that is not so. Some of thes»
places are post offices, while others are

mere corner stores, in the country, but.
they are genuine.)
Prehensile Beazley is a man a little past

middle life, with Autumn foliage all over

his face. He was named by a well-known
naturalist, who was killed here fifty years
ago by mistake. He wore a vest, and so

was taken for a revenue oflicer. He is,
buried near Frying Pan P. O., this State,
Prehensile always turns out to attend

the Christmas tree festivities furnished by
the better class, to Which I belong. He
then goes home to kill the time until the
next Yuletide. I asked him how times
seemed with him during this long cam¬

paign of education and confronted by a

condition instead of a theory, and he said,
to be honest about it, it seemed to him
like a d d long time between Christmas
trees.
There is a most unctuous quality of humor

among these sad-voiced denizens of th«
forest.I was about to say the virgin for¬
est, but a man can't be too careful when
he is writing for the papers, I find.
A neighbor of mine got caught out late

on a stormy night about eighteen miles
beyond Elevation P. O. last year and
had to put up with one of the Beazleys
I think it was Oxygen Beazley, who killed
Poke Sinker at Bat Cave P. O., this State.
In the morning Mrs. Beazley got up

and took a chew of tobacco and began
the day's work. Some women get up
and dress, but Mrs. Beazley, being al¬
ready dressed, including her sunbonnet,
which she wears of nights to keep th%
moonlight from making too free with her
complexion, skipped the primping process.
She fried some pork and cooked a corn

do<Jger on the blade of a shovel, aud the
festivities began. My friend tried to be
gay, and convey the impression that he was

a good raccoonteur, as the French say,
but he could not rally the flagging spirits
of the family. Finally his corn dodger was

bo dry and butterless that he asked Oxygen
to pass the gravy. He did not understand
and looked queer. Then the guest tried
again and glanced at the tin pan of hot
lard in the middle of the table. There
was quite a hush for a time, and Oxygen
looked up at the nine-foot gun on the
crotches behind him, to see if it had been
loaded.
Finally a bright son, about eight years

Did, who has been to Hendersonville once

and is looked up to a good deal aroimd Ele¬
vation, said:

"I b'lLeve to God, paw, he's 'ludin at
the sop!"
We are having rather a quiet, but very

delightful Winter here, with now and
then a frosty night to purify the air and
make life worth living. In the crisp dawn
I hear the deep-mouthed baying of the
hound and faraway, too, the deep-mouthed
husbaudman giving tongue to the false joys
of his own improvised apple jack.
Some bitter complaints are made and

suits brought against the Southern rail*
way lately for delay and Incompetency
In shipping goods and a general failur*
to accomplish the objects for which it was
created. Perishable goods are injured, and
other goods are eaten by the train-hands.
For my own part, I have suffered ter>
little, as I do not ship anything but the
New York papers over the road. In De¬
cember, however, I had a carload of manure
for my farm shipped from Asheville to
Arden, ten miles, and yet when the car
reached me the goods had spoiled. This Is
the first time I have said a word about it,
and I hat© to do so now, but I want to be
just as just and impartial with this road
as I would if I paid my fare over it.
Much ado has been made over the vesti¬

bule train on this line, which was to prac.
tically annihilate time and place the roses
and pomegranates of Florida and Louis»
lana right ln the front yard of New York,
but the train is really a week or two
slower than It was ere it had been vestl
buled.
The political situation here at the Dres-

ent time is extremely Interesting, ar'* me
criticise Congress while others ' he
President. Criticising Cong* it

the most unsatisfactory methods of passing
the time that I can Imagine. A criticism
that has to be divided up among 300 or
400 men, who are not of a sensitive nature,
is like trying to purify Tammany Hall by
burning a rag.
Some think the President should not go

hunting ducks when he has a chance to
insult the British, regarding the latter as
far greater sport to the thinking mind than
the former, but, of course, I have my own
ideas about that. Others make still more
invidious remarks. One man the other
day raked up a lot of old and forgotten
talk about the President's former term, etc,
"Why," says he, "when the President

got married, he lit out without a word,
only that he orders his Secretary not to
forward any engrossed bills to him during
his honeymoon. Think of that!"
Why, hang it, I'm no partisan, of course,

but I can be just as fair, I hope. I'd
only ask the President to do as anybody
else would do. Why, when I was married
I left the same word, and also in the order
I included all other bills of every kfnd
whatsoever, and yet there was not a word
said about it iu the papers.

If I were President.which I am not,
and fo- . I thank a kindly dispose^
and ' pbbp'e.!?Jt \t I iiad been
President seven or eight years and en¬

joyed It and looked forward to a peaceful
rest, beyond the reach of the waves of
political jealousy and intrigue, and had a

conscience with the bark still on it and
had a house and lot all paid for, I would
so lay out my programme that I might
close my term of office with a whole
skin, a bright, cheerful liver and a few
gastric facilities for future use rather than
go from the White House to the over¬

crowded asylum or the patriot's grave. Ob¬
servation will convince the most sceptical
that a patriot's grave is just as hard to
get out of as any other grave.
It is for that reason, perhaps, that I

am essentially a man of peace. I made the
same remark in Scotland to the Missea
Monteith and their father, the Earl of
Moontooth, at whose house I took my
meals while in that beautiful country.

I am a practical man, having been the
first one in the South to go into the dairy
business after growing tomtits from bird¬
seed, and so I cannot but deplore anything
that looks like war. It is said that our

navy has actually; outlived its usefulness
while being constructed, and that it will
take 265 years, with good times and rapiA
work, to build proper defences on our

coast and frontier, and so I say that,
knowing the character of the people who
have gone there to live, I should most
heartily deplore our annexation to Canada.
The strongest advocate of a vigorous

foreign policy that I have ever met was
a man who was sentenced to make a

few rambling remarks on the gallows for
the following Friday. He flitted away to
to Paradise, as he admitted that he was

about to do, calling for a vigorous war

policy.
His case was a very peculiar one, if I

may be permitted to diverge here to speak
of it. He was of a joyous nature and
somewhat given to badinage of a pure and
delicate character, suited to smoking cars

and Pussy Caffays. He said in a spirit
of pure jocularity one evening, while full
of animal spirits and such things, to a

haughty major from Louisiana: "Good
night, Major, good night. We will not
say farewell, but reservoir, as the French
have it." He meant nothing but au revoir,
but the Major, who was well bred and
therefore yearning for a copious insult that
he might avenge, turned and reached for
his pistol, aiming to kill the perslflager,
for he thought that he had been called a

reservoir, meaning a tank, but in reaching
for his pistol the Major erroneously ran

his hand Into a forgotten chasm In his
trowziz, and ere he could get out of that
and Into his pocket, where his punctuator
was, the humorist, feeling that he Is thrice.
armed who hath his quarrel just, had seized
a large Limoges Tom and Jerry bowl, and
when he got through with It the Major's
cocoanut looked like the abattoir annex
of the old Bastlle.
For tills justifiable homicide the humorist

was executed. When the black cap was

about to be put on, the Sheriff asked him
if he had anything to say. He stated that
he had hardly expected to bfe called upon,
and felt that there were others present
who could entertain the crowd better than
he, but he thought he could not do Uette»
perhaps than urge -upon those before him
the necessity of a Ann and vigorous foreign
policy. He then hitched up his trousers,
so that nothing might occur to mar the
programme or cast a gloom over the exe¬

cution, and passed on to that bright land
where the reformed murderer enjoys him.
self a whole lot.

"A ,

[Copyright, 1896, by Edgar W. Nye.]
Hi* Luck Faded.
[Chicago Times-Herald.]

"Talk about hard luck stories," said a
Western gambler. "I think I can discount
anything you ever heard. It was in the
early days of Leadville, just about this
time of year, and I tell you It does get
cold up In the hills along about now.

\\ ell, I was broke, didn't have a copper,
and had strolled Into a gambling house to
get warm. There were several games go¬
ing on, and when I had thawed out a little
I walked over to the faro layout, where I
went broke the night before. AS I said,
it was a very cold night.
"The snow had sifted through the cracks,

and I could feel the wind blowing in on
my feet. I happened to glance down at
the floor, where, by the side of my right
foot, was lying what I thought was a
Quarter.

-I had been watching the game closely,
making Imaginary plays. "I'll play 25
cents open on the ace.v I said to the dealer
and in a moment more It won.
"The dealer handed me two white chips.I played again and again won, and beforethe end of the deal I had a nice stack ofchips. It seemed to me I couldn't lose abet, and In half an hour I had a counle

of hundred dollars' worth of chips before
me.
"I concluded to cash in, and stacked mychips, pushing them toward the dealerHe counted them, and, looking at me'

said: 'Where's* that quarter you made yourfirst bet on?' I had forgotten all about it. I
looked on the floor; the quarter was gone"I lit a match and saw that what I had
supposed to be a silver quarter was simply
a wet spot. It was originally a bit of ice
but the heat from my boot had melted it!Of course the dealer properly refused tocash my chips."

Epide/rye
Jfyat Stm^ U/olfvill^.

BY DAN QUINN.
. i OW 1 don't reckon none," re-

|V marked the old cattleman, with a

I confidential air, "this yere dumb
man incident erer rises to my mind agyin,
if it aint for a gent whose trail I cuts
while I'm projectin* around the post office
for letters.
"It's this mornln', an' I'm gettln' letters,

as I states, when I notes this old party
sorter beamin' on everybody he sees like
he's sure a friendly Injun. At last, he
sa'nters over to me an' remarks:
" 'What ever is your callin', pard?'^ or

some sech bluff as that.
"I sees he's good people fast enough, still

I allows a small brief jolt mebby does him
good.
" 'Well,' I says, lntendin' to let him

know I'm alive an' wakeful that a-way,
.well, whatever my callin' is, at least it
aint been no part of my briugin' up to let
mere strangers stroll into the corral an

cinch a saddle onto me for a conversational
canter, jest because they're disp'sltioned
towards It.'
" 'No offence meant,' says the old party,

an' I notes he grows red an' ashamed
plumb up ft Ins white' £air-

'ZLirase me, amigo,' I says, h^ndln out

!'my paw, "which he seizes all radiant 3n
friendly. 'I aint intendin' nothin' abrupt,
nor to slam no door on better acquaintance,
but when you-all ropes at me about what
you calls my callin' that time, I aint jest
lookin' for a stranger to take that interest
in me, an' I'm startled into bein' onp'litc.
I tharfore tenders regrets, an', startln' all
over, states without reserve I'm a cow

man.
" 'An', now,' I retorts, 'merely to play

my hand out, an' not that I looks to take
a trick at all, let me ask what pursoots do
you trail out on as an excuse for llvln"."
" 'Me?' says the old party, p'intin' at his

shirt bosom with his thumb. 'Me? I m a

scientist.'
" 'Which the news is exbilaratin' an' in-

terestln', I says. 'Shake agin. It thar s one

thing I regards high, it's a scientist. What¬
ever partic'ler wagon track do you follow
off, may I ask?'
"It's then this old gent an' I la'nches into

a general discussion under the head of
mes'laneous business. I reckons, nu' he puts
it up his long suit, as he calls it, Is 'moral
epidemics.' He says he wrote one book
onto 'em, an' allows he'll write another if

nobody heads him off, the same bein' on-

iikeiy.
, xv u"As he notes I'm interested, the old

sport sets down en' lay8 it out t0 mP how
sentiments goes In waves, same as weather
an' things like that.

(t
" 'One day you rolls out In the mornln ,

this old gent declares, 'an' thar in the

paper everybody commits soolcide. Then
some other day it's murder; then robbery,
an' aein, the whole roundup goes to holdln
meetin's an' gettin' religion. Them s

waves.moral epidemics,' he says.
"Which this don't look so eereegious none

as a statement, neither, an' so, after pow-
wowi'n' a lot all complacent an' genial, I

tells the old gent life's got a good game, an

I thinks myse'f his system has p ints. At

this he admits he's flattered, an' then, as

we're gettln' to the ends of our lariats, we

tips our sombreros to each other an' lets it.

o*o at that. To-morry he's goin' to confer
on me his book, which I means to read it

a whole lot, an' then I'll know more about

b"Bu"" continued the old cattleman, "this
ven> is'all preellmlnary, an bilngs me back
to what I remarks at the jump that w hat:?¦ ii nrirps recalls this dumb ana »>»

i hv n time when a passel of us alt

gets Sentimental that a-way, an' not only
turns a boss thief loose ^felon's done run down, but cofegs j.et

that sloppy be lavishes a hoss an ^ddle
onto lK likewise sympathy, an' wishes

Ul"Viie°kwhole racket's that onnacheral I
never does quit wonderin about it, b

, +»,!* niii Kolence sharp expounds his

ttaw £ epidemic,,1 It «eUcle.w4
up in rnv mind an' I reckon, as he says,

UV.)S««k*Shore-, I jes,»s>e.,c tell
it Nothin' much to it, though, only th
onpreecodented leeniency we
winds up the episode. It s this a-way.
"In the first place, 1 don t know ^hatthis hoss thief's name is, for

_
he s PlumlJdeef an* dumb, an' ain t sayin a woirl-

sees him pesterin' around Wolfvllle for *

week: but I don't say nothin' to him. I
notes him once or twice write things to
folks he has to talk with on a piece of
Daper, but it's too slow a racket for me. an
I declines to stand in on it. I don t like to
write well enough to go openln a corre;
spondence with strangers who s deef an

^"'when he first dawns on the camp he has
money moderate at least, an he gets in
on poker an' stud an' other devices which
Is open an' common, an gents w ho s ^ lth
him at the time says he has a level notion
of the value of hands, an' in the long run,
inebbe, amasses a little wealth.
..While I ain't payin thut heed to him

which I might to a near relative, I do
hear, towtfVds the last of his stay, as how
he goes broke agin faro bank. But as
gents often goes broke agin faro bank, an
as in fact, I sees sech experiences once or

twice myse'f, the information don't excite
me none at the time, nor later on.

.

"It's as I states, mighty likely a week
since this dumb person hits camp, an
thar's an outfit of us takin' our nose paint
in the Red Light an' kill in' time talkln
Dave Tutt an' Texas Thompson is holdin
forth at each other on the efficacy of pray¬
er an' the balance of us is standin about
bein' edified.

^ ^,"It looks like Texas has been tellin of
a Mexican he sees lynched at Laredo one
time, an' how a gent not otherwise en¬
cased rings in some prayers for the greaser
before they swings him off. Texas objects
to them orisons, an', as happens frequent.
for both is powerful debaters that a-way.
Dave Tutt locks horns with Texas, an
they both paws and prances 'round ora¬
torical at each other mighty entertainin .

" 'Now, you gents onderstand, says
Texas Thompson, 'I ain't sayin' a word
about this gent's prayer as mere supplica¬
tions In fact, I'm yere to state I regards
it as excellent, an' thar's gents at that
time present, an' who Knows what prayin'
is, who allows that for fervency, bottom
an' speed, it shoraly makes the record for
what you might call off-hand orisons in
Southern Texas. Thar ain't a preacher
show of Waco or Dallas could've turned
a smoother trick. But what I complains of
is it's onconslst ent.'
" 'How ever Is prayin' that a-way oncon-

slstent, I'd shorely like to know?' says
Tutt, stackin' in again Texas Thompson all
scornful.

_" 'Why, this a-way,' says Texas, 'lere a
gent assembles with others to hang a Mex¬
ican. As a first dash outen the box he puts
up a strong prayer talk to get him by the
heavenly gate. Now, whatever do you
reckon an angel who knows his business
is goin' to say to that? Here stands this
yere conceited Laredo party recommendin'
for admission on high a Mexican he's goin'
to lynch as not good enough for Texas. If
them angels and seraphs ain't allowin' that
prayin' party's got his nerve with him,they ain't givln' the case the study which
is shore its due.'

,
" 'Oh, I don't know,' says Tutt. 'I don't

take that view of prayer, nohow. Prayin'is like goin' blind in poker. All you do is
pray. If the angels take any stock in yourremarks, well an' good. If they don't, you
can gamble your spurs they're plenty able
to protect their game. All you can do is

file your supplications. The angels lets 'em
go or turns 'em down acordin'. Now, I
hold this Laredo sport who prays that
time does right. Thar's nothin' like a show
down, an' his play, since he volunteers to
ride herd on the greaser's soul, is to do all
he knows, an' win if he can.'
" 'That's whatever,' says Dan Boggs,who's listenin' full of interest, an' who al¬

lows he'll get in on the talk. 'I jiiies with
Tutt in this. My notion is, when it conies
a gent's turn to pray, let him pray, an'
not to go pesterin' himse'f with vain sur¬
mises as to how it's goin' to strike the
other side. You can wager you aint goin'
to ride round Omnipotence nope. You can
draw up to the layout of life, an' from the
cVadle to the grave you'll not pick up no
sleepers on the angels. Now, once, when
I'm over across the Mogallon Plateau, I'
"But we never does hear what happens to

Boggs that time over ae-ross the Mogallon
Plateau, for when he's that far along, one
of the niggers from the corral comes trail-
in' up an' asks Texas Thompson does he
lend his pinto pony an hour back to the
party who's deef an' dumb.
" 'Which I most shorely don't,' says

Thompson. 'You don't mean to tell nie
none he's done got; away with my paint
hoss?'
"The nigger says he does. He announces

that mebby an hour before this party comes
over to the corral, maters a motion or two
with his hands, cinches the hull onto the
pinto an' lines out for the northeast on the
Maracopa trail. Hit's been plumb outen
sight for more'n half an hour.
" 'Which I likes that,' says Texas Thomp¬

son. 'For broad, open-g.ii, ^ noonday hoss
jtGalin' I £>?G.'s even moi^y ,

this dumb
gent's play is entitled to the rec KCt.

_"Of course we ain't standin' tnar talkm
long If thar's one reform to which the
entire West devotes itse'f it's breakin'
people of this habit .of hoss stealin'. It
ain't ten minutes when four of us is off on
the dumb party's trail, an five minutes of
that is consoomed in takin' a drink.
"Whyever be gents in. the West so sot

agin hoss thievfes? My son, ypu abides in
a region at once pop'lous an' fertile. But
if vou was to put in three months on a

we'll have to hang him without you an'
him belli' formally introduced.'
" 'Which I wishes,' says Thompson, 'Doc

Peets or old man Enright was along.They'd shore dig something outen this
citizen.'
" 'Mebby he's got papers in his wamus,'

says Boggs. 'which tells the story. Gothrough him, Texas; he's your meat, any¬how.'
"All Texas can find on the dumb man Is

one letter, which the postmark, when we
comes to deciphar the same, shows he onlygets it that inornin'. Besides this yere.single letter, thar aint a scrap of nothin'else to him, nor yet wealth.

'Tell us what's in the letter,' saysTexas, turnin' the documents over toBoggs. 'Head her out, Dan; I'd do it, butI has to ride herd on the culprit.'" 'I can't read it,' says Boggs, liandin'the note to Tutt; 'I can't read readin'. iefalone writin'. But, I'm free to say with¬out hearin' it now that I shorely hesitatesto string this party up. Bein' tonguelessan' not hearin' a lick more'n an adder,somehow he keeps strikin' me '.ike he'slocoed.'
" 'If you'd had the pleasure to play somepoker with him,' says Tuttr e.6 he onfoldsthe letter, 'like I did three nlglits ago, youwouldn't be pesterin' yourself about hisbein' locoed. I liflds him to be plenty deepan' wary, not to say dead crafty. Anotherthing, it's plain he not only gets letters,but we all sees him write about his drinksto the lied Light barkeep, an' similarplays.'
"By this time Tutt's got the letter open,an' is gettin' ready to read It. The dumbman's beep st.'tndin' thar all the time withJlis arms ropod behind him an' lookin' like

hope had died, an' also like he wasn't
eflirln' IQHeh' if it had neither. When Tutt
turns open the lettfer. I notices the tears
kind o' start in his eyes, same as if he's
what you call affected.
" 'Which this yere communication is

plenty brief,' says T'Jtt as he runs his eye
over it. '^he's dated "Casa Grande," an'
reads as follows^
" ' "Dear Ben; Myra is dyipg. Come at

once. A."

"Now I plays it wide open; Myra's this gent's mother," says Texas Thompson.
cactus desert, with water holes fifty miles
apart, It would begin to glimmer on you
what it means to find yourse'f afoot. It
would come over you like a landslide that
the party who steals your hoss would have
improved your condition in life a heap if
he'd followed it up by shootin' a hole in
your head.
"No, I ain't In no hurry to hang people

for standin' on some killin'. That's two
sides to a kiliin', an* if deceased is framed
up with a gun all reg'lar at the time it
goes a long way toward exculpartin' the
gent who outlives him that a-way. But
thar aint but one side to hoss stealin', an'
the sooner the party's strung up or plugged
the sooner does the right prevail.
"As I remarks, It aint ten minutes when

thar's four of us lined out aftejr the dumb
man who's got Thompson's paint pony.
From the tracks he ain't makin! no play
to throw us off, for he malntalnp a straight¬
away run down the Maracopp trail, an'
never leaves it or doubles for a moment.
"Runnin' of the dumb man down don't

turn out no arduous task after all. mainly
because the pinto sticks a cactjus thorn in
Its hoof an' goes lame onto him in less time
thai-after than it takes to turn a jack.
" 'Hands up,' says Thompson, gettin' the

drop on him as we swings up.
"But thar's no need of sech precautions,

as the dumb man ain't packln'.no weapons
.not so much as a knife.
"Thar's nothin' to say, no talk to make,

when we takes him. Thompson pulls him
outen the saddle and ropes hite elbows be¬
hind him with a lariat.
"'What do you suggest, gents?' saysThompson. 'I s'pose now the decorous wayis to go on with this enterprialn' person to

them pine trees ahead and hang him upr'" 'Which thar's no'doubts floatin' in any¬body's mind on that subject,' says Dan
Boggs, 'but I'd shore admire to know who
this party is an' where he's p'intin' to
when he lines out. I dislike to hangstrangers that a-way. an' if thar's anygent, now, who can ask this party who lie
Is, an' what he's got to say, I'd take it as
a favor personal if he'd begin makin' of
the needed motions.' .

"But thar aintt none of us can mak& a
move, an' when the dumb Snan puts up a
few bluffs with his fingers it's a heap too
complicated for us.
" 'I shore couldn't tell,* sfiys Dave Tutt,

as he sets watchiu' the dujmb man's play,'whether he's caJlin* us names or askin'
for whiskey.'
" 'Which if we'd thought to bring some

stationery,' says. Tutt, after we all >roes
through our war bags in vain, we might
open some mighty sucoessful negotiationswith 'hi* Derson. As it Is* however, we're
Dl"P to lasr'inst It. an"» .1 reckon, Boggs,

" 'Now, whoever do you reckon this yere
Myra is?' says Tutt, lookin' round. 'She's
cashin' in, that's obvious, an' I'm puttin*
it up she's mighty likely a relative of this
yere dumb party'
" That's it,' says Boggs. 'He gets this

word that Myra's goin' over the big divide,
an' bein' he's gone broke entire on faro
bank, he plunges over to the corral an'
rustles Thompson's hoss. Under sech cir¬
cumstances, I aint none shore he's respon¬
sible. 1 takes it thar aint much doubt but
Myra's his wife that a-way, in which event
my idee is he only borrows Thompson's
pinto. Of course this last depends on
Myra's bein' his wile.'

" 'Oh, not necessarily,' says Texas
Thompson. "Thar's a heap of wives who
don t jestify hoss stealin' for a moment.
Thar's mine, back in Laredo, who gets a
divorce. Now I plays it wide open Myra's
this dumb gent's mother, an' I removes
the lariat from his arms an' throws him
loose on said theory.'
" 'Which I adopts the amendment,' says

Boggs, 'an', oii second thought. I puts it
up all similar to Thompson that this yere
Myra's his mother. I've got money that
says so, too.'
" 'At any rate,' says Tutt, 'from all I

sees I reckon it's the general notion we
calls this thing a draw. We can't afford
to go inakin' a precedent of hangin' a gent
for hoss stealin' who's only doin' his best
to be present at his wife's or mother's
funeral, whichever this Myra is. It's a

heap disgustin', however, that we can't
open up a talk with this party. I notice
by the address his name is Ben Mclnt.vre.'
'"An' so It turns out that in no time, from

four men who's dead set to hang this
dumb man as a horse thief we turns Into
a sympathetic outfit which is huntin' holes
for his escape. It all dovetails in with
what my scientist says this mornin' about
moral epidemics an' things goin' that a-way
in waves. For after all, Myra or no

Myra, the fact remains plumb through
the deal that this dumb man steals Texas
Thompson's pinto hoss.
"However, whether it's right or wrong,

we turns the dumb man loose. Not only
that, but Boggs gets out of the saddle an'
gives him his pony to pursoo his rambles
with.
" 'I gives it to him because it's the best

pony in the outfit,' says Boggs. lookin'
savage at us as he picks up the bridle of
the lame pinto t® lead it back, pendin' of
which the dumb man's shakin' hands all
'round. 'It can run like an antelope, that
pony can. an' that's why I donates it to
this dumb party. A man who's mother's
dyin' can't have too good a hoss. If he
don't step on no more cactus, an' half
rides, he's due to go chargin' Into Casa
Grande before they buries Myra, easy.' "

(Copyrijjbt, 1895, by A. H. Lewis.)

the fire, and if she is not guilty she is, of
course, innocent of the equally grave charge
of being a decadent.
Others besides the unhappy fire insurance

men must have observed how the crime of
incendiarism is becoming epidemic. It was

not long ago that arson was among the
occasional crimes. It was nearly always
committed for a sufficient purpose, as in
the case of the East Side firebugs who car¬

ried it on as a profession for their share of
the insurance money, and, again, as in the
multitude of cases wherbin small shopkeep¬
ers have fired their places of business,
either because they hired them for that
purpose or because they could not meet
their obligations. These perpetrators of
arson came with the introduction of fire in¬
surance, and are not part of the age-end
.phenomena of which Jfordau treats any
more than the road agents of the stage
routes are to be classified with the well-1
born young devils who wrecked the express
tiiin near Rome. There have been sev¬

eral fires in and around the metropolis of
late that have been regarded as the results
of base depravity, without known incentive
or perceptible object. Up to date, however,
the most remarkable outbreaks by victims
of the new fire mania have taken place In
Boston. The sec or the ages or worldly con¬
ditions of the < <renerates, as well as the
frank, yet insa. confessions they have
made, combine U. ^resent these moral in¬
valids of Boston as the most thoroughly
developed types of their kind.
Away back in September the people of

South Boston began to l>e disturbed by
mysterious fires. Old posters and papers
and billboards were piled up under a shed
owned by the city, and then ignited. On
October 2 and again on October 28 the
same careful preparations to destroy the
building were made and the fires were put
out. On October 29 it was fir^d again, and
again it was saved. On the day after the
second attempt to destroy this bulldir? a

lot of paper an» kinalings were st -d
through a hole '« the door o' n aband -d
glass factory ». to this fi t was app ;d.
O i the next f me one bw.'t a firt 'u'

be and another child brake In and slept
there all night, and in the morning decided
to destroy it. They found a lamp with oil
in It, and the other boy poured the oil on

the roof while little Barron heaped papers
in a basement closet and set fire to them.
He "Wanted to see the Are," he said.
When one of his chums was asked to puthis name to a statement, little Barron
said: ^OhJ I can sign my name too," and
so he did, very cleverly. The little chapIs motherless, but has lived with his father,who employs a housekeeper. He is an in¬
veterate truant from school, where big
teacher say.- she could do nothing with
him. Interest in his peculiar case bus led to
his being sent to au especial reformatory,
where other boys have been turned from
the ways of vice, as it is thought be can
be.

%?

ON precisely the same days when young
Barton was at his work In South Bos¬
ton. a lad named William Hargreaves,

12 years of-age, was setting lire to buildings
in Maiden, near by. Six fires were started
in the neighborhood of one another be¬
tween October 3 and November 2. An
Italian's shanty, a wooden shed, an iso*
lated empty wooden building and another
frame structure were all set fire to.,
some of them more than once. In oveiy
case the vigilance of neighbors or of th®
firemen prevented the success of the ia-
cendiary. Hargreaves, the twelve-year-old
pyromaniac, confessed that lie was respon¬
sible for three of the half dozen fires. No
one doubts that the other three were his
work. He says he set fire to the "buildings
to see the blaze aud the fire engines. Ho
also is a bright, well-appearing lad. whose
dress suggested that be bad good sur-'
roundings, but a very important fact.Im¬
portant in the study of the lad as a de¬
generate.is the statement of the officials
that the unfortunate child is the son of a.
very notorious woman named Nellie
Woods, who has figured In a criminal
court as one of a number of women who
disable their prey by the use of knock-ou;
drops.

...
I could not read Max Nordau's book. I

read at it long enough to discover that h«
was a literary sensationalist, and that he
unconsciously put himself in the fore¬
front of the decadents about whom he
wrote. I do not know whether he devotes
a chapter to pyromania or not. If not, I
offer this material to him f«w the next edi¬
tion of his book.

Spray from tl?e jteu/s.
By juliai? I^alpl;.

IT is scarcely to be believed that Miss
Martha Taylor, colored, of West Sixty-

fourth street, realizes that she is a de¬
cadent and to be classed with Oscar Wilde,
Tolstoi, Chicago May, Barbara Aub, the
up-State boy train-wreckers and perhaps
with Max Nordau himself. Yet she may
be a member of this variegated and dis¬
similar crowd. In Boston, where her kind
is rife Just now, they cling to the original
Greek of the later Athens, and call such
persons pyromaniacs in large black scare
lines at the head of their newspaper col¬
umns. Persons having the fire madness
is what they explain the word to mean, fo'r
the main difference between old Athens
and Boston is that, though Greek comes

just as natural in Boston, thej^ always
pause to tell what it means in the sharp
and nasal vernacular.
The other day Martha Taylor, a negress,

was locked up in the Sixty-eighth Street
Station, charged with arson. She had been
living in a five-story tenement, inhabited
by about Sixty families of her color, and,
failing to pay her rent, had been obliged
to move. Her flat had been the one in the
rear on the second floor, and there she and
three children and some lodgers had been
living. After she was ordered to move two
men came to help her. One of them was
abusive to the janitor for ordering the
woman out of the house. While the mov¬

ing went on Martha Taylor was heard to
ask one of the men for a match. A few
minutes after all three liad gone away fire
was discovered in her flat. In each of the
three rooms straw matting was found piled
up and soaked with kerosene. The fire was
soon put out, and next day the woman

was arrested. She denies having caused

both the top and bottom of a house oppo¬
site the Asylum for the Blind in the same
neighborhood. In no case did the incen¬
diaries succeed in destroying any of the
buildings, but they keyed up the police
and the fire marshals to make their best
endeavors to capture the criminals. The
officers ended their labors by gathering up
a crowd of street Arabs, all of ¦whom, ex¬
cept one, they sent to the reformatory.
That one was one of the prettiest and

brightest little boys in Boston. The of¬
ficer who took him in charge declared that
he had never known a more precocious or
attractive child. The little fellow's name
Is William Barron, aud he is seven and a
half years old. He is described as bright-
eyed, rosy-cheeked, well-dressed ahd al¬
together beautiful in appearance. The
boys all confessed {hat they had devoted
themselves to the occupation of firebugs
"for fun" and to call out the engines.
Little Master Barron was released on ac¬
count of his tender years. He was re¬
arrested, however, and plied with ques¬
tions, for the authorities had been led to
suspect that he was rather a ringleader
than an innocent champion of the older
boys. This time they found the child per¬
fectly aware of his position and a match
for their best wiles. He put on an air of
unconcern, but showed himself very wary.
It took a long time to break down his self-
control, but when that was done he told
of his crimes freely, as if unaware of the
enormity of his offences or the penalty at¬
tached to them. He said he fired the glass
factory, and admitted that it was he who
made the first two attempts to destroy
the City Building. As to the brick dwell¬
ing opposite the asylum, he admitted that


